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HEADING FOR SUNDAY.THE WKONG LETTER
By Justin McCarthy.

Author of "Dear Ladt Disdain." "Camiola: A Girl witii a Fortune
Lying Vision," Etc., Etc.

The Svul'a Snlitnde.
rerchance, might be a starlet, sunless sraie,

Ievnld of human fellowship und aid,
Atd there, condemned to grope, trembling,

afraid .
Of silence tcirible; (nor voice nor face.

Nor even sense of time nor clew of way:)
1 yet might clasp and feel God's guiding hand;
Safe leauing (though I cannot understaud).
At last-- at last to everlasting day!

Thi s Isolated are we born. Our own
Ltok fondly In our eyes; our aid beseech.
We claup them close; they drift to the un-

known.
As "circles only circles touch," our speech.

Onr love, avuileth not. Dying alouo
Clcso to the soul Is God. His hand we reach!

Msrgaret S. feibley.

knew would have wished her 'to accept
him because he was rich and he must
have known this quite well, and yet he
was always delicate and forbearing in
his manner to her. and never pressed
bis courtship unreasonably or unfairly,
and for this she was grateful to
hi in. He was rather self-conceite- d, no
doubt, althoush darling Graham made a
little too much of that defect in a man
whom he considered at one time s his rival.
His rival! Only thinfcof that! Louis Alan
a rival of Graham! Th thought Und often
amused bcr. but now it almost shocked her.
For when it harmlessly amused her to smile
at Graham's overwrought dislike to Mr.
Alan sho did not know then what Mrs.
Cameron had just told her. Now sh knew,
and fancy her lover. Graham Welwyn.
thinking that there could ever have been
any rivalry in her heart between him and
Louis Alan!

What crime had Louis Alan committed?
Not much of a crime after all. He had got
into a romantic hyperbolical flirtation
with aesthetic Mrs. Cameron, and they had
written to each other various unbarmful
intensities in which there was a tiood deal
of vanity and nonsense on both sides, and
no serious thought of love on either. In
truth Mrs. Cameron was very foid of her
husband, who was a successful Queen's
counsel, and hardly ever bad time
to talk with her. She used to
say that sho would be very glad

"you told me you would sive me a wel-
come."

"I told you to come? W by, I told you ex-
pressly not to come not to come."

"Oh 1 say. look here," he began to say,
bnt she cut him short.

"Graham, what did I tell you in my let-
ter!"

"You forbade me to come to see you any
more," he said in funeral tones.

Then Katherino looked from one to the
other and then-s- he could not help it she
could not help it she could not control
herself she burst into a peal of laughter.
Again and again the peal of laughter was
renewed while the two men stood, now
glaring at each other, and gazing now at
her. as she shook with laughter.

"Oh. it is too ridiculous." was all that
she could sav for a while.

Really, Miss Shirley." Louis Alan be-
gan, in simpering remonstrance.

"Really. Katherine." Graham began, in
the true Kavenswood tone

"Oh. Graham, don't you see!" she man-
aged at last to say.

"See see what!"
"Uon'tyou remember what we were talk-

ing about yesterday!"
"I remember nothing that has much

bearing on jour conduct of to-day-."

"Oh, you goose you great great goose.
Can't you guess! Don't yon see! I put the
letters into the wrong envelopes! I was in
such a hurry. I was so pressed for timo;
and you yourself with your story put tho
idea, 1 suppose, unconsciously iuto my
bead and 1 didn't know what I was do-
ingand Mr. Alan. 1 am sorry to have
given you tho trouble to come here to-da- y

for nothing and if you, gentlemen, will
kindly exchange letters everything will be
maue clear and oh, Graham my Graham,
how could you ever mistrust me!"

"Even with your own handwriting to
bear witness against you!" he asked in all
the tenderness of a reassured lover.

"Even with twenty handwritings to
bear witness against me why didn't you
come and ask mo!"

"You see 1 have come "
"Yes, but you came in unbelief and not

in faith never mind 1 forgive you but
I'll never again write letters without put-
ting names inside!"

Perhaps my readers will now understand
the apphcatiou of the story about the
English tenor and the King of Castile.
Many a man. woman and child is made to
blunder into a mistake by being warned
too strenuously against it.

Copyright, 1802.1

mangled remains of a $10 note, but it was
ei;ient that tho pig had swallowed the
rest of the money.

From recent Investigations it has been
found that the average speed of the trans-
mission of earthqnake shocksis very nearly
sixteen thousand feet per second.

A pi!io tree in Pennsylvania recently
scaled feet of lumber. It made seven-
teen s.iw log twelve and sixteen feet in
length, and the top end of the butt lo waa
tiffy-eig- ht inches in diameter.

Old postage stamps are highly prized in
China, and a hundred canceled stamps will
buy a baby. Accordingly, it is said, the
L'oman Catholics are collecting the old
stamps and purchasing the. infauts. whom
they bring up to Christianity.

Snull has been made from a very early
period, first and most largely by th Span-li- b,

who prepared it with care and scented
It with various mutt-rials- . Next the low
countries. Scotland and England extended
and popularized the use of snull'.

It has been over 1,500 years siuca tho rnlo
was adopted which makes Easter the lirst
Sunday after the lull moon after the sun
crosses the ejuinoctral line, ily this ar-
rangement of things Easter may come as
early as March L"J or as late as April 'J5.

Tbe Ed car Thomson steel-wor- k claim to
have broken the record for making eteel
rail. In twenty-fou- r houis they succeeded
in turning out 1.107 American tons of rails,
or232 American tons' more than the previ-
ous record, held by the South Chicago rolling-

-mill.

Whereas the total population of India,
according to the preliminary results of
the census published some months back,
was 'Jb4.014.210, further revisiou and exam-
ination of the returns brings out the still
larger total of 2?8.159.G'J2, or an average
density of close npon 1S3 persons to tho
square mile,

InAshanteeno man is ever allowed to
see any of tbe king's wives, and should he
even accidentally see one his punishment
is death. These wives during the workinc
season attend to the Icing's plantations,
but tbe rost of tho time they live at
Cocmasie, the Ashantee capital, where
they occupy two long streets.

When sewing was rendered easy by tho
invention of the thimble, or thumbell, as
it was originally called, that nsefol article
was worn upon tho thumb, not the finger;
and the Japanese dentist, disdaining any
but nature a appliances, finds his thumb
and finger all eutlicing in the extraction of
the most stubborn of aching teeth.

A new viaduct over the river Lea. in
Bolivia, for the Antofogasta railroad, is
described as the highest viaduct iu tho
world. Itis 9,b33 feet above the sea level,
and the height of the viaduct above the
river is 4.003 feet. It is 10,407 feet lonjr;
the highest pillar is 3.73d feet, and the
weight of the structure is 9.115 tons.

Tbe "angry tree," a woody plant which
grows from ten to twenty-liv- e feet high,
and which was formerly supposed to exist
in one State in the Union Nevada has
recently been found in eastern California
and Arizona. If disturbed this peculiar
tree shows everv 6ign of vexation, even to
milling up its leaves like the hair of an
angry cat, and giving forth an unpleasant,
sickening odor.

They were very happy.. If thcv were not
haupy, who should be who could expect
to be in each a world as this? They were
both young, loth handsome, both in good
health and strong and they were man and
"woman, and t boy were engaged to be mar
ried. The prospects of the young man,
Graham Welwyn, were good. lie was a
young medical man, and had just obtained
a very important and promising appoint
ment in one of the English communities in
China. The appointment was for five years,
and at the end of that time nomething
much hotter was expected to arise, an ap-

pointment in London itself, perhaps. Kath-erin- e

Shirley, who was engaged to him.
would, of course, have to give up London
for all that time; and this, it might be
eaid, ought to be some source of regret to
her. But, in tbo lirst instance, she had a
passion lor seeing strange places; and. in
the next, she had little or nothing to give
up in leaving London.

Colonel Shirley, her father, had married
a second time after the death of Katho-rine- 's

motherand he died in about two
years. Katherine was sixteen years old
when her mother died and was not likely
to forget her. 8he had no brothers or
eisters. She had for the last two years
been liviDg under the direction of her step-mothe- r,

who was kind enough to her, but
never quite warmed to her. Mrs. Shirley
had always in her mind the idea thattne
pirl resented her Intrusion into the house-hol- d

which was perhaps true enough,
although Katherine tried hard not to
show it. For she had sense enough to
know that a man still handsome like her
father, apparently in the fullness of lifo's
prime, would hardly be content to live on
the mere memory of a past love from the
age of forty -- five. However, all that ques-

tion was now set at rest Colonel Shirley
died in his prime, and his daughter was
left alone with her step-mothe- r. There-
fore it was no great grief to her to have to
leave England for live years in company
with the man to whom she was to be ma-
rriedthe man whom she dearly loved. As
to giving up London why she was now
enly twenty years old and when she came
back with her husband after their amusing
exile in China, she would still be only
about twenty-fiv- e. Youug people get used
ud very soon now. it would seem, but still
there must be considerable capacity for the
enjoyment or life left to a woman of twenty-l-

ive.

The pair of lovers had been very happy
nil tho afternoon. Graham Welwyn had
'been to luncheon with Mrs. and Miss Shir-le- v

they lived in a charming detached
villa at Sydenham, and they had also a
very nice little lint in Victoria street,
which they occupied during the season and
made use of for lrequent runs ud to town
when the season was not on. It was now
early autumn and the place at Sydenham
was delightful. Mrs. bhirley had kindly
and thoughtfully left the lovers alone for
a good long time. Step-mothe- rs are not al-
ways cruel. 1'robably they are upon the
whole not any worse than other human be-i-n

cs.
Graham had lingered for nearly two

hours. The lovers had been talking every-thin- x

over, and everything looked so rose-
ate! Sbo was delighted with the change to
the entirely new coontry and surround-Jog- s,

and, in her romantic way. was some-
times a little sorry that she aid not even
get seasick, so tbt she might seem to be
cacriticing something for him. Lite now to
her seemed all one long summer holiday,
with youth forever at the prow, pleasure a
perfect fixture at the helm. and. love, ac-
cording to the American phrase, bossing
the whole show.

"Look here, darling1 Graham said, as ho
got ut and took his hat, 'I must catch this
next train for town; but there's something
I want to ask your advice about a woman
would know, I've got a letter from a
woman."

"No really, have you Tom? Then they
can write, these womenf I was under the
Impression that somebody said we couldn't
do it."

"Come, now, don't be ridiculous this is
really a matter I do wantyourserious opin-
ion about. The letter, yoa see, was not
meant for me "

"No! Then whom was it meant fori"
"That Is just what 1 don't know. It was

addressed name and address all right.
Hut it certainly was not meant for mo."

"How do you know. Graham, dear!"
"Ob. well, it couldn't, don't you see? It

was from a married woman and it was
well, in fact a kind of a sort of a love
letter."

"Hut how on earth did she send it to
you!"

"Well I know her enough to get invita-
tions to dinner and that and it occurred
to mo that she may have been writing sev-
eral letters and pat one into the wrong
envelope."

"Ob, but what nonsense nobody ever
does that except in stupid novels and
plays."

'Yes Indeed I once did it myself. I
sent a letter meant for the rostmaster-gen-era- l

to tho manager of a London theater,
and the lettermcant forthe manager to the
PostuiQster-Renera).- "

"You silly boy! Hut you would hardly, I
should think, make such a muddle where
you had any deep interest in the matter!
Von wouldn't inclose a letter for me in an
envelopo addressed to the Postmaster-general!- "

"Well. no- -I don't think I should be liko-)- v

1 1 ' that under any conditions of con-
fusion."

' i aucy," she said, thoughtfully, "my
putting a letter for you into au envelope
aildn csod to someone eho!"

"I can't fancy it. Kitty."
".Neither can 1." the girl replied, with a

bright smile. "When you get a letter from
rue. Graham, you may rely upon it that it
is meant for you. Don't Hatter yourself
that if 1 should write to-morro- w or next
day and give you the mitten, as they say
in America, that it is only a letter put into
a wrong envelope and really meant for-
the Postmaster-genera- l or for "

Tor Louis Alanl"
"Oh. nonnnse; Louis Alan never gave mo

the chance."
"He js such a conceited cad that I fancy

heisnnite certain you would have him if
he asked you. Of course he has a lot more
money than I have."

"Hovr, Graham, 1 do think you are unjust
to poor Louis-- Alan and what do I care
about bis money? I have got what I prize
more than money. Hut I do wish you bad
let me tell him about our engagement for
1 am not sure that he may not ask me even

et and I should hate to hurt his feel--
f.n!t.

1 eoulrin't tell a cad lkv) that anything
about our private liven he will got to
know it all ingood time, ihrocgh tho usual
chanuels of information, as the newspapers
say."

"Very well, yoa know beir," the girl
aid. resignedly. "Hut now tell me about

this letter from this married lady. What
is her name!'

"Oli, 1 runst not tell you that."
"Are there to be secrets from me already!"
"Well, you know, this woman Las been

doiny: a foolish thing, and it only came into
luy kuowiedge by a mere accident, and
there may be no harm in it, and 1 don't
want to make you thick worse of her than
she deserves."

"Does she sign her name!'
"Just a pet name by which she is of ten

called, 1 know."
"How does sbo address html"
"Mie starts ott ot once, without any form

cf address an odd thing in itself don't you
think!"

"Why. Grab am." the girl said, looking a
little annoyed, "you kuow that is what 1
always do. 1 hate these insipid forms
Dear Mr. Hrown' and 'Dear Mrs. Smith.'

and ao on."
"Yes. I know your sacred principle," he

said, good-humoredl- y; "but then you don't
writ lovo letter."

"Ob. ye. I do."
"Not to the wronz person."
"No my mind is prottv clear about that,"

the girl said, with hr glad smile.
They talked a little over this misdirected

letter and they both cametothe conclusion
that the test thing for Gr&ham was to do
nothing about it. Only a pet name was
used, and it was not necessary that Gra-
ham should teel at all certain whoso the
pet name was. It was a commonplace
namo anyhow, and was borne by dozens of
women. So it seemed better that the let-
ter should not be sent back, and that the
writer should be allowed to aisumeth.it
the misdirected letter was a misunderstood
letter by the man it reached, and was care-
lessly thrown away.

"When shall I come, to-morro- the
lover asked as he was about to go.

"To-morro- w I don't quite know just
yet. Nellie Cameron is coming to seo me
this at ternoou or to-morr- it is not cer-
tain which."

"Mrs. Cameron!" Graham's face grew
red.

"Ves. Why do you seem surprised? Oh!"
Then a sudden thought occurred to her.
and she, too. blushed and was embarrassed.

"Graham," she said, almost severely,
"you ought to tell me the whole of a story
or tell in a. rone of it."

"You are not angry, dearest!"
"1 am not apt to be angry with you. Hut
yes I think I am a little angry. Well,

you must go now." She spoke coldly.
"And about w! 'he alked, eager-

ly, almost timidly.
"About Oh. I will write to

you and tell you when to come. I havo
lots of things to do, but I mutt tit you in
somehow. Oh, here is some tiresome vis-
itor."

The windows opened on to a garden.
"I'll escape this way," Graham said,

hastily. "I don't want to meet any visitor."
Tbo lovers parted with hardly a word of

farewell, and the footman announced Mrs.
Cameron, Graham just heard the name as
he was escaping into the garden and mak-
ing for the garden gate.

Mrs. Cameron was a kindly-hearte- d,

empty-heade- d, prattlesome little woman,
whoso great delight in life was to wear
her heart upon her sleeve at least at all
times when she wore sleeves, which were
only in the hours of morning dress. She
loved contidences and confessions, and
heart stories and effusions of soul to soul.
She had known Katherine for a long time,
and usually spoke other aa "my soul-frien- d"

or "my heart-friend- ." Kath-
erine liked her well enough, in spite of
her effusiveness and sentimentality, and
she was really shocked at the story of
the letter, which she could not but
believe to have been written by Nellie
Cameron. Sho never eould have expected
anything like that of the poor, little, kind-
ly, foolish woman.

She was spared further conjeeture. Mrs,
Cameron came rushing to confide the whole
truth to her and to throw herself upon her
confidence and implore her holp. Mrs.
Cameron knew that the wrong letter had
stone to Graham Welwyn lor she knew
that the other man bad got the dinner in-
vitation meant for Graham. The man who
get the invitation was

"Please don't tell me," Katherine inter-
posed "I ought not to know"

"Child, you don'timazine there was any
thing improper in it? You couldn't believe
that of me! We are heart friends, we two,
he and 1, just as you and I are, and aro in
sympathy with each other, and we console
each other, and open onr sonls to each
other, and that day I felt I had need of him.
and 1 wrote to him. and told him my soul
was troubled for him. Y'ou do not believe
my word, Katherine you must believe it"

"Of course. I do believe it, Nellie," Kath-
erine said, emphatically.

"And he is so good. Why, it's Louis
Alan, whom you know."

"Louis Alan!" Katherine was a little as-
tonished. "I wish you had not told me,"
she said, coldly.

"Oh. but I must tell you all you are the
friend of my soul, too."

"I do wish you wouldn't talk that kind of
stuff. Nellie, at least to me or about me.
Keep it for Mr. Alan. I dare say he likes it

1 don't." Katherine could not help speak-4- n
sharply.

"Now you are anary with me! and nowyou won't help me," poor Nellie pleaded,
nor pretty little face all twitching andwincing with emotion. She was evidently
on the brink of a tear torrent. Katherinepromptly interposed.

"Of course, 1 will do anything in my
power to help you." sho said, in a softened
and pitying tone, "but what can 1 do? I
don't see that there is anything that wantsdoing. There was no barm in the letter. 1
wouldn't write that kind of thing again ifI were you but I don't think there is any-
thing much to be made about it."

Hut what we want is this, dearest Kath-
erine "

"What you want, Nellie," Katherine
said, firmly shutting Mr. Alan out of all

on in the business.
"What I want," Nellie said, meekly ac-

cepting the correction, "is this: 1 want you
to explain it all to Mr. Welwyn, and show
him that if he has any suspioion he is quitewrong, and ask him not to say anything
about it, and you will know exactly how
to put it, and he will do anything you ask
him. This is all I want, ion wiil do this
for me, Katherine?"

That will be easily done." Katherine
said. "Mr. Welwyn is not a suspicious
man or a man who likes to think badly ofwomen, and neither does he gossip aboutwomen or send abroad scandals about
them." Much of this speech, it may be
said, was an indirect thrust at the absentAlan, who certainly had often, in Kath-erine- 's

presence, spoken slightingly andscornfully of poor Nellie Cameron. At thovery moment while she was saying this aservant came in with some letters for her.
Katherine took the letters from the tray
with an indifferent air. She knew therewould not be one from Graham Welwyn,
but a look of surprise came over her when
sho saw that one of them was from Mr.
Alan. She was on the point of saying as
much to Mrs. Cameron, but prudently re-
pressed herself. Mrs. Cameron presently
went through an effusive leave-takin- g anddisappeared.

Then Katherine read Louis AlaVs letterwith puckering eyebrow and reddeningaugry cheeks.
"My dear Alius Shirley Can you see meto morrow and what time? Do pray seo

me. I Lave, as bakspeare says, "A motionmuch imports our good.' 1 want to say
something to you which I have long prayed
for the courage to say, and which must bespoken at last. Tell me when I may come

for a pronouncement of happiness or a
sentence of death. Living or dead, rorever
yo.u Louis Alax."

"Stuff," oar angry maiden exclaimed.
Sentimental affectation! Sickening non-

sense! Perhaps he had just been writing
eouio silly letter to Nellie Cameron. It is apity he did not put them into the wrong
envelopes and send hers to mo and mine to
her! Oh. I do wish he bad sent mine to
her! It would open the poor, silly thing's
eyes." She put the lstter into her pocket,
waiting for a quiet time to answer it. Theother letters that she got were of theordinary social and conventional type in-
vitations and replies to invitations, and so
forth. More callers came, and her timefrittered away. Her mind was divided be-
tween two feelings vexation at Alan's let-
ter and vexation with herself because
she fancied she had been somewhat harshto Graham. That, however, she thought,
with a Pleased and confident smile, could
be easily remedied. There would be no
tronble in pacifying Graham-- if he neededpacification. Perhaps he had not noticedanything in her manner. Ob. yes he musthave noticed something but she would ex-
plain it all She would notwrite any explanation she would tell itall to him. She would tell it to him when
he came w in her letter she wouldonly tell him when to come.

At last she was free to answer her letters
and to write to Graham. She longed to see
him again longed as if weeks had passed
since their last meeting as if it were likely
that weeks would pass before their next.
She thought she had been a little harsh or
cold to him. and she was eager toraake him
amends. Hut she would not write to him
until the very, very last. She would get
the mere drudgery of letter-writin- g done,
and then she would write a letter to Gra-
ham. What an unspeakable dillerenco
sometimes between letter-writin- g and
writing a letter! So she answered and is-
sued numbers of invitations she con-
ducted most of the correspondence of the
house-an- d she wrote to her dress-make- r,

and after much work of the kind she came
to answer Louis Alan's unwelcome and
tronhlesomo letter.

Now this was a serious business. She
bad never particularly liked Louts Alan,
but she had been a gocd deal touched by
his devotion and her step-moth- er aho

International Sunday-Scho- ol Lesson for
March 13. 1802.

Promise of x New Heart. (Iek. xxxvi, 23-39- .)

Golden Text A new heart also will I give you,
and a new spirit will I put within you. (Lzek.
xxxl, '26.)

HOME READINGS.
M. Promise of new heart.- -. Ezek. xxxvi. 25-3-3
Tit. A heart of flesh Kzek. xl. 14-2- 0.

W. A heart to obey Deut. xxx. 1-- 8.

Th. A heart to know God....Jcr. xxlv, 4-1- 0.

F. Need of a new heart John i.L
8a. Evidence of anew hearL.Titus lil. IS.
Eu. A spiritual heart 1 Cor. 11, C-- 1C

COMMENTS OX THE LESSON.
New York Indeprn dent.

We are told that cleanliness is next to
godliness. The prophet makes it the type
of godliness. The Jews were to be cleansed
with pure water, washed from iilthiness
that is, drawn away from their sins to the
Jove of God. Sin is the deiilement of the
heart. A heart foul with sin needs cleans-
ing as much as a dirty garment. It is more
disgraceful to have the heart foul than it is
to appear with a dirty face or dirty clothes.

The prophet then chanties the figure.
Again the fault of em lies in the bad heart
in tbe man a heart of stone, that cannot
be softened by all the love of God. The
sinner needs the hard, atony heart removed
and a new heart substituted, a heart of
flesh.

Have we not often 6oen people with stone
hearts, cruel, unkind, bitter, revengeful,
implacable! Wo sometimes take out a bad,
aching tooth and put a new one in its
place: why not take tbo bard, bad heart out
of a person and put iu its place a kind, ten-

der, loving, obedient heart? Will you not
ask God to do that for you!

The way to get that new heart is to ask
God for it. He will be inquired of for it.
He says. If we ask for it He will, He
promises, put His spirit in us. and cause us
to walk in His statutes. It is not easy for
us to do this unless we have His help; with
His help it is very easy.

With spiritual grace God will freely give
us all things. God will givo this world's
blessings as well as grace. We are told
that the meek shall inherit tho earth as
well as the heavens. The Jews lost their
land for their sins, and regained it when
they repented. Those are the happiest and
most successful nations that fear God the
most. With God's spirit came education,
civilization, national prosperity, and every
temporal blessing.

We do not mean to say that every good
Christian will be rich, and healthy, and
snoceesful in this world; but it is true of a
nation as a whole and the majority of its
good people. Tho miserable people are the
irreligious and immoral. It is not good
Christians that end in prison or a drunk-
ard's grave.

Ono who has been guilty of sin and then
repents, despises himself for it. "Ye shall
loatho yourselves," tsays tho prophet, 'for
your iniquities." That is a good, healthy
feeling, if it leads you to real repentance.
Hut the loathing is not enough. A man
may despise himself and then commit
suicide instead of trying to live a better
life.

If a Christian commits a public sin he
dishonors God. People will despise re-
ligion if one who professes religion lives
nnworthily, just as the heathen said that
Jehovah was not worth worshipping be-
cause be did noj deliver bis people. They
did not understand that God was the same,
but that the people had forfeited his favor.

If yon want God's forgiving grace and all
tho rich blessings tbat accompany it, then
ask Him for them, lie wants you to pray
to Him. He will be Inquired of.

If our Nation has received wonderful
blessings from the hand of God it is be-

cause we have so many that love and serve
Him. Onr Nation is populous. There are
crowds of people like tbe flocks and herds.
God has multiplied ns, and we should
thank Him and try to live worthily of His
blessings.

Thoughts for the Day.
No man is free who cannot command

himself. Epictetus.
The humblest occupation has in it all tbe

materials of discipline for tho highest
heaven. Robertson.

Tale-beare- rs and tale-heare- rs aro alike
gnilty; the one bath thedevil in his tongue,
and the other in his car. Bernard.

Liberality does not consist so much in
giving a great deal, as in giving seasonably.

La llruyere.
If wrinklesmust be written on onr brows,

let them not be written upon the heart.
The spirit should never grow old. James
A, Garfield.

Endeavor to be patient in bearing with
the defects and infirmities of others, of
what sort soever they bo; for that thyself
also hast many failings which must bo
borne with by others. Thomas a Kompis.

Though prayer be God's due as a Creator,
yet it is more truly performed when ottered
to him as a Father. Though none can pray
aright but new croatures. yet all ought to
pray, because they aro creatures. decker.

The word "Amen" does not mean "Let it
be so." In that case the word would sim-
ply bo an additional prayer. "Amen"
moans "It shall be so." It is declaration
of faith not a word of supplication. Dr.
A. T. 1'ierson.

I have ease and I have health.
And I havo spirits, light as air;

And more than wisdom, more than wealth,
A merry heart that faughs at care.

Milcan.

nope! of all Ills that men endure,
Tho only cheap and universal cure!
Thou captives' freedom und thou sick man'shealth,
Thou lover's victory, and thou beggar's wealth.

Cowley.

"I will be happy all the day,
Let come what may."

Twos early morning when the word was said,
And like a Journey 'cross a weary plain,

There stretched the hours, hut I wan comforted.
As heart and voice sung o'er tho sweet refrain,

i will bo happy nil the day,
Let come what may."

F. A. Blsbee.
m

OUT OP THE ORDINARY.

Warsdnring the last thirty-thre- e years
have cost 2,500.000 men and &J,0OO,O0O,OOO.

A railway in the Argentine Republic has
one stretch of 211 miles without a curve or
bridge.

Fifty-on- e metals are now known to ex-
ist. Four hundred years ago only seven
were known.

The mean annual temperature of the
earth is fifty degrees Fahrenheit; tho aver-
age rain-fal- l is thirty-six- : inches.

Java is said to be the region of the globe
where it thunders ofteneit, having thunder--

storms on ninety-seve- n days of the
year.

In China all wines are drnnk hot. Tbe
thrifty Chinaman believes that heated wino
intoxicates more expeditiously than cold
wino.

Tbe total wages in G.eat Britain for 1800
was l'48,0OO.0UO, or an average of only i6
10s per capita for the whole number em-
ployed.

There is reported to be more divorces
granted annually ia the United States than
in all tbe rest of the Christian world put
together.

London pays its gas companies annually
4.400.000 for a commodity which costs to

produce only C,1CO.OOO, thus giving the mo-
nopolist a clear profit of ll.G00.0uu!

There is an immense garden in China
that embraces an area of lifty thousand
square miles. It is all meadow land and
is tilled with lakes, ponds and canals.

It is a matter of record thatVJ.oTO silver
dollars were coined in ISO!, yet only eight
samples are known to exist, aud those tbat
are in good condition are valued at 61.000
each.

A woman in Ducksbort, Me., while feed-
ing a small pig. dropped in the pen a roll
of money $20 in gold coin and $50 in notes.
The coia was louud eubaequcutly near tho

if her hostesses at London dinner-partie- s

would allow her husband to take her in to
dinner for then she would bo secure of at
least au hour's talk with him. Hut her
husband was too busy and had absoluto
faith in her. and she got into this ridicu-
lous, high-dow- n, sentimental correspond-
ence with Mr. Alan, and they wrote of
themselves as congenial souls, and other
such stuff, and then she misdirected the
letter, and Alau got the formal invitation
to a dinner which was meant for Graham
Welwyn.

Katherine did not want to make too
much of it. Sho believed overy word Mrs.
Cameron had told her; and shn was right.
Shedid not think much harm of Louis
Alan. Still, there was the fact that, at the
very time when he was pressmtr her to
marry him well, not unduly pressing, but
certainly trying quietly to induce her to
marry him he was all tho time carrying
on an aesthetic flirtation with Mrs. Cam-
eron. This was what Mies Katherine very
naturally did not like, and sho was anx-
ious, in consequence, to givo a pretty sharp
rebuke to Mr. Alan.

Hut how to do it how to manage it-t- here

was tho question. Mrs. Cameron's
story had been told, of course, in the strict-
est confidence, and only for tho purposo of
obtaining Katherine's somewhat extensive
influence over Graham Welwyn. Sho could
not make any allusion to tl.at. Yet she
meant to hit him a little hard if sho could.

This was what she wrote to Alan:
"It will be of no uso your trying to seo

me to-morr- or any other day. i write
this without affectation of great compas-
sion for you. You will lind some woman
more suited to your tastes and temper than
I desiro to bo."

"That will do," she said to herself. Then
she put the letter a little apart on the blottin-

g-pad and left it to dry, whilo she wrote
her few lines to Graham.

"Come w at 1 I shall tako care
to be alone until luncheon-time- , and shall
give you a welcome."

That, too, would d6, sho thonght and
then she began thinking about the two let-to- rs

that lay open and drying, side by side.
She had no pity for Alau, although, like a
kind-hearte- d girl as she was. she would in
the ordinary course of things have felt in-
finite pity for a man whose offer of mar-
riage she had to reject. Hut she had no
pity for Alan. For Graham for Graham
for dear, darling Graham, what inliuito
love, and trust and longing! "Tc-morro- w

to-morr- if it were only
"Haven't yon finished your letters yet,

Katherine!" Mrs. Shirley asked, almost
sharply, as she bustled into tho room. "It
is close on post time, and James is waiting
to take the letters to the pillar-bo- x, and
you will have to dress yet, and you'll be
quite late for dinner, and these formal,
tiresome people coming."

"I'm all right," Katherine exclaimed, in
great good spirit. "1 have only to seal up
two letters" (here she breathlessly enclosed
and sealed them.) "Where is James? Oh,
yes. thank jou, 1 shall be dressed in no
time."

I heard a story and I believe it was
quite true of a once celebrated English
tenor, who is long since dead. He was
playing the principal part in the opera of
"The l(oso of Castile." He bad in one
scene to come abruptly on to the stage and
sing a song beginning with the lino. "When
tho King of Castilo pledged his word."
His pleasant comrades, men and women,
kept playfully admonishing him every
time he was in the part that he must bo
sure not to say, "When the King of Castile
pledged his watch!" The repeated admon-
ition seemed to havo got upon his nerves at
last, and one night he electrilif d the house
by singing in his most thrilling tones:
"When the King of Castile pledged his
watch!" This story may seem a little ir-
relevant. Wait and you shall judge.

Katherine was waiting next day for the
coming of Graham. Their usual trysting-tim- e

was 1 o'clock but as it sometimes had
to vary she bad thought it prudent always
to write to him and say exactly whether it
was on any particular day to be fixed or a
movable festivity. Of course it would
have been easy to form a standing agree-
ment that Graham was to come at 1 every
day. unless warned by her to the contrary

and this would undoubtedly have saved
some letter-writin- g. Hut the man who be-

lieves that lovers like to be saved tho
trouble of writing to each other is a man
who never can have been in love himself
and with whom any self-respecti- woman
would be ashamed to be in love.

Just before 1 o'clock Graham was an-
nounced. The meetings of the lovers al-
ways took place in Katherine's own little
room, tho windows of whioh opened on to
the gnrden. It was tho way of the lovers
that Graham should come through the gar-
den to tho windows, and should tap there
on the glass for Katherine to let him in.
provided the windows were not standing
open, as in tine weather they always were.
It pleased them both that he should come
in this way, and not in tho way of a com-
mon visitor.

Hut this day. to Katherine's amazement,
he came in and was announced in the way
of any common vioitor. The footman pro-ced- ed

him, threw open the door and for-
mally announced "Mr. Graham Welwyn."

Amazed at the announcement, Katherine
looked up and saw in one glance at Gra-
ham's face that something painful had hap--

Graham advanced slowly towardsEeued. in hand, and having nil tho air of
a defiant and determined intruder. Ho was
silent stonily silentuntil thej were left
alone, and poor Katherine positively trem-
bled at his look.

"You see I have disobeyed you," ho eaid,
sternly, "and 1 have come."

"Disobeyed me in what?' she faltered.
"In coming in that way like some ordi-
nary visitor? Yes why did 3'ou do it?"

"You are trilling with mo. Miss Shir-
ley "

--Miss Shirley! Why, Graham, what do
you mean? Are you taking leave of your
senses!"

"I am coming to my senses, I think," he
said, solemnly. "I suppose 1 know you
now r"

"You know me now? Well, I suppose
you do," she said, disdainfully, not compre-
hending in the least what he would be at.

"Yes; you believed, 1 dare 6ay. some
stupid or malignant story about me. Oh,
Katherine, how could you." and he almost
broke down, "how could you? I ought not
to have come hero at all. but I resolved
that at whatever pain to you and to mo I
would have from you the reasons lor your
conduct."

Suddenly the door was thrown open and
the footman announced "Mr. Louis Alan."

Louis Allen entered the room with an ex-
pression of fatuous self-satisfacti- on his
old-youn- g face. Graham had drawn back,
and the siniliug. eelf-satisiie- d Alan 6aw no
ono but Katherine.

"1 have come." ho said, in dulcet tones
"I havo come at jour bidding, my Kath-
erine! I may venture to call you mine,
may I not!" Then, as he was about to tako
her hand and sho was drawing back from
bim quite amazed and alarmed, his eyes fell
on Graham Welwyn.

"Oh! I beg pardon. I am sure." ho said.
"I 1 did not know you had visitors."

"So far as I am concerned." Graham said,
with truly tragic dignity, "it does not mat-
ter to me. You have asked this lady if
you may call her yours. So far as I am
concerned you may. '

He was turning to stalk out of the room
with the solemn grandeurof a Kavenswood
leaving forever the ball In which he saw
for the last time the woman be believed to
be faithless.

"Stop!" Katherine exclaimed "stop.
Graham. I insist upon it! Are you both
going mad?" Then a wild ray of guess-
work seemed to flash upon her and she
turned to Alan nud asked rather fiercely:

"Why did you como here. Mr. Alan!"'
"Hecauso you told me to come," he an-ewer- cd

with a tremulous bewilderment

OFFERINGS OF THE POETS.

Young: Egypt' Song to the North.
Come down, como down to the orchard lands

That lio to the south, come down and see
The beautiful Egypt whoso lifted hands

thai! hold the fruit of tho years to be;
Come down to tho fields where the apples shine

Like clustered stars, and the heart grows light
Quafflnj the odorous winds like wine,

In the drowsy hush of the autumn night.

0 who would lire In the corn-land- s cold
Of the treolees north, when a soil like this

Is coming Its heart Into globes of gold.
And holding them up forthe sun to kiss;

Or who would live In the barren East,
Or who to the deserts west would go,

When Nature is spreading the richest feast,
Here, that her bountiful hands can show!

Wo blush no more at your northern scorn.
But fair in your face we ean snap our thumbs

And oreracalnst your boasted corn
Can piio our poaches, and pears, and plums;

Go build If you will your palace of maize
High in the light of the cold north sun,

But think of tho Pyramid we shall raise
Of golden apples, plied one by one.

What is a king on a crumbllcg throne.
With a painted queen, and a pedigree,

When matched with the man who dreams alone
On the emerald plush, 'neath his apple tree!

The Lord Ho loveth all men, and so
Would lead their feet Into ways divine.

Hut lie coanteth him best who toils below
In tho peaceful shade of tho Noble Vine.

Then come to the south where the vineyards are
And the prodigal bloom ot the orchard burns

Against the blue, like a rising star,
, Wherever the raptured vision turns:
Come down where the younger Egypt stands,

Like a princess under her apple-tree- ,

Holding aloft in her plsnlshod hands
The gift of the centuries yet to be.

James Newton Matthews.
Masox, I1L

The Gift.
I.

Life came to mo and spoke:
"A palace for thee I have built
Wherein to take thy pleasure:
I have filled It with priceless treasure?
Seven days sbalt thou dwell therein,
Thy Joy shall be keener than sin,
Without tbe stain of guilt-E- nter

the door of oak!"

ii.
I entered the oaken door;
Within, no ray of light,
I saw no golden store,
My heart stood still with fright;
To curse life was I fain;
Then one unseon before
Laid In my own her hand,

' And said: Coine, thoc, and knew
This is the flouse of Woe
1 am Lifo's sister, Pain."

nr.
Through many a breathless way
In dark, on dizzying height.
Bhe led me through the day
And into the dreadful night;
My soul was sore distressed
And wildly f longed for rest-T-ill

a chamber met my fight,
Far oft, and hid. and still.
With diamonds all bedlght
And every precious thing;
Not even a ;od might will
More beauty there to bring.

IV.
Then spoke Life's sister. Pain;
"Here thou as a king slialt reign,
Hero sbalt thou take thy pleasure.
This Is the price leu treasure,
The ciiamber of thy delight
Through endless day and night;
Rejoice, this 1 the end;
Thou hast found the heart of a friend."

--It. W. Gilder.

Ode to Spring.
1 wakened to the singing of a bird;
I beard the Dird of tprlng.
And lo!
At his sweet note
Hie Mowers began to grow,
Gras?, leaves, und everything,
As if tho green world heard
The trumpet of his tiny throat
From end to end, and winter and despair
Fled at his melody, and passed in air.
I beard at dawn the music of a voice,
O my beloved; then I said, the spring
Can visit only once tho waiting year;
The bird can bring
Only tho season's song, nor his tho choice
To waken emlles or the remembering tear!
But thou dost bring
Springtime to everyday, and at thy call
The flowers of hie unfold, though leaves of au-

tumn fall.
Mia James T. Field In the March Century.

A Tear with Dolly.
I keep my dolly so warm and nice

This cloud)--, stormy weather;
Mv dolly ahd I ore quiet as mice

Whenever we plsy together.
And yet we have the pleasantest play

Would you like to ask "What Is itl"
Why, over and over, every day,

My dolly and I "go visit."

Sometimes on "Towser"we like to call.
Or travel to see the kitty:

TIs grandpa's farm Just out in the hall.
And the parlor Is Boston city;

'Tin mama s house in the corner there,
And then, when tbe lamps are lighted,

My papa's at home iu bis easy chair.
And dolly and 1 are Invited.

6s. Nicholas.
A Greenwood Tree.

The slender beach and tbe sapling oak
That grow by the shallow rill.

Yon may cut down both at a tlncle stroke.
You niay cut down which you will.

But this you must know, that as long as they
grow.

Whatever change may be.
You never cau teach either oak or beech

To be aught but a greenwood tree.
Peacock.

Not a Candidate.
Boston Journal.

One of tbe Democratic papers observes
that "Judge Gresham is received with de
rision as a Kcpublican candidate." This is
an original discovery. Among Kepnbllcsns
there is at present no talk whatever of
Jndge (Jresham as a candidate, for the sim
ple reason that the mind of tbe party is
lixedon rresident Harrison, t our years
bence. if Judge (iresham lives, bis claim
will bo considered, not with "derision."
bat with the profound respect to which bis
abilities as a man and bis loyalty as a Ho--

HUMOR OF TOE DAY.

Woman and Burglar.
New York Weekly. v.

Mrs. Winks (looking np from tbe paper)- -
A woman out West shot a burglar and
killed him.

Mr. Winks-We- ll! welll What Vfas eho
aiming atf

Quite o Consideration.
The J enter.

Gotling There is one good thing about
poverty.

Dimlmg-We- llf
Gotling When yon order a five-ce-nt

bowl of 6oup the waiter does not expect a
tip.

As She Expected.
New York fun.

"When do you expect those seeds to come
up?" asked Mrs. lilcccker of Mrs. Eixyerson,
of Boston. '

"I do not expect the seeds to come up.
My expectation is that tho seeds will pro-
duce plants, and that they will emergo
from the soil in two weeks."

Slade an Impression.
New York Weekly.

Mr. Saphead (sighing) I wish you could
find something about me to like.

Mies Eeauti (kindly Well. Mr. Saphead,
there is one thing about you I like very
much.

"I am glad to hear yoa say so. What
is it?"

"You make abort calls," '
A Sure Thin?.

New York Weekly.
Sparkle Your sister is wearing one ot

Miss Pinkie's rings. I wish you'd get it for
me. I want to take the measure. Going to
buy an engagement ring, you know.

Uarklo Ebf Has Miss Pinkie accepted
yout

Sparkle She will, when I propose. Last
night 6he asked me how I liked her mother.

Our Clastic Language.
New YorK Weekly.

First Customer I wish to select a vase.
Floor-walk- er Yes. madam. James, show

the lady to the crockery department.
Second Customer I wish to select a

vawz.
Floor-walk- er Yes, madam. George,

show tho lady to the bric-a-bra- c depart
mont

II?atunable Supposition.
Tansr.l's Pcnch.

"Mr. Fcatberly," inquired Bobby, while
tbe dessert was be'mg discussed, "is your
dog's name Hornet"

".No." replied Feathcrly, in somo aston-
ishment, "his name is Major. Why,
Bobby!"

"Because pa told ma last night that yoa
were down at the Engle Hotel making
Koine howl, and 1 s'posed he was talking
about your dog.",

A nival. Indorsement.
Street & Fmith's Good News.

Mr. Hichfello (who has fallen desperately
in love with Miss Beauti) What a charm-
ing girl Miss Beauti is!

Kival Belle Yes. indeed, she's a perfect
angel; she's so self-sacriticiu- g. What do yoa
think bhe did last spring?

"Keallr, 1 don't know; something lovely,
no doubt.

"Just heavenly! She melted no all ber
old engagement rings and gave the money
to the poor.

Salaries and Duties.
New York Weekly.

He I think we need cot worry about tbo
future. I am now getting $2,000 a year as
second assistant sub-edit- or of the Daily
Blower.

bhe Yes, bat yoa are killing yourself do-
ing two men's work.

lie I know; but before long I may be
promoted, and then I'll get $3.0u0 for doine
one man's work; and, if I have patience, I
will eventually reach a position where X

will get (5.000 for doing nothing at all
The Last Gun.

Clothier and FarnUhc r.
"This. then. Miss Grassneck," eaid the

young man as he started for the door, "is
your final decision!"

"It is, Mr. Wicklugge," said the young
girl firmly.

"Then," he replied, his voice betraying
an unnatural calmness, "there is but ono
thing more to ndd."

"What is that?" she asked, toying ab-
sently witn the lobe of ber shell-lik- e ear.

"It is this." be rauttered-"sh- all 1 return
those black-sati- n suspenders by mail, or
will you have them now!"

J" WORTH A GUITfEA A DOX."S

1 vl m m

VILL CURE
' Scurry cuid Scorbutic Affections. Pirn-- 1-

5 pic3 ana Blotches cn via zkin, nad
j Legs, Ulcers, Wounds, etc. J
J The cauce of all these complaints i float- -

the blood a lon noc before they X
break cut cn the bodv.

This class cf diseases requires that the JK1, I -- f . . V ... ...... W

upon, in crdcr to cleanse it from all the
niorbid humors. It i cf no use to heal the
wre by outward anplicaticct.

J REM PUIS will Cms tL9:2 AEicllons.:
r Of all drurciti. Price 2 & cents a box.
1 New ork Depot. 36 1 Canal St. O- -

publican cnuue mm.


